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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
ANECDOTE 

OF A FRENCH EDITOR IN PARIS. 
(Translated from the French.) 
I went out about ten o’clock 
in the morning, with an inten- 
tion of going to the ‘Palais- 
toyal’’—ard had already tra- 
versed the“ Boulevards,’ when 
I perceived a young boy ina 
uniform suit of blue—with au- 
burn hair—-benign counte- 
nance—and speaking eyes,—— 
apparently of the age 
twelve. He had drawn from 
his pocket a sol,-—which he 
was giving, in a manner alto- 
gether aflecting and grace- 
ful, to ablind beggar. I stood 
motionless a moment or two—— 
to eontemplate the loveliest 
picture under Heaven--f mean 
the face of a child animated 


from the pleasure of benevo- 
lence,——where the features are 
displayed tinctured with that 
modesty, which gives a ver- 


of 








million tint to the cheeks of 


lanocence, when it experien- 
ces an indescribable pleasure. 

He returned his little red 
purse into his pocket, and was 
about pursuing his walk, when 
I accosted him--and said—~ 
‘“My little friend, you have 
just performed a great action, 
in succouring the unfortunate; 


‘but tell me--either your in- 


come must be very great to 
enable you to be so very gen- 
erous—or you are net fond of 
sweet plums and cakes?’’-— 
“Sir,” he replied—-while look- 
ing on me with inquisitiveness, 
‘| have a dear Mother, who 
loves me much--and as she 
always supplies me with pock- 
et money—my gratitude I ex- 
hibit by doing to others, as she 
does to me,—-and so I share 
with the poor—especially the 
poor blind,——-who cannot see 
the Sun. I give but a little 
trifle--and was I rich I would 
indeed give more 7’!!! 

This was uttered in a tone 
so mild and sweet—-and with 
such undisguised manliness, 


that my first burst of feeling | 


was that of admiration——and 














by an impulse almost unre- 
flecting,I drew from my pocket 
an écu—-saying to him with 
emotion—‘ My dear litle fel- 
low, you are all perfection-- 
will you oblige your humble 
petitioner—-by becoming this 
day my almoner in distributing 
this on yourroute?”’ “Sir,” he 
auswered with frank,and blunt 
honesty—free from all that 
round-about politeness, or art 
of the fashionable world—“TI 


| have not the honor of your ac- 
. quaintance,—nor can I accept 


this money: I need it not— 
and its distribution can as well 
be effected by you as by me. 
Neither am I fond of ‘‘bon- 
bons,”’ he added, with a rogu- 
ish smile. I at once conceiv- 
ed respect for the high minded 
delicacy of *this amiable boy. 
I blushed—I own it—at the 
thoughts of having offered so 


| paltry a reward to recom- 


pense his humanity—so little 
compatible was it to his mer- 
it—and so far beyond compa- 
rison to the loftiness of his 
soul. Having walked round 
about a litthe—‘‘at least tell 
me your name,” said I—“By 
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all means, sir,—my name is 
Lion,”’ " And your father, 
where is he?” asked 1—“At 
Versailles, sir,-—in service and 
in independence like myself.” 
Ife left me instantaneously, 
and I concluded his father was 
attached to the King’s service, 
O what a son, what a prodigy 
for a father!!! May the parent 
who possesses so well bred a 
ehild—-behold one day with de- 
light the fruits, which are 
likely to be borne from such 
flowers—and in the mean time 
shed tears of pleasure over the 
perusal of so rare and admi- 
rable a trait. ANNETTE. 
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Youngest Readers. 


FOR THE ROSE BUD. | 
(By a Little Girl of Nine.) 


Why, Sarah, you ought 
to be ashamed. Just look 
at your apron, how it is 
torn. You are not fit to 
be seen; go away from me. 
Look at your soiled frock. 
‘Tell Betty to wash you, 
and dress you, but don’t 
ery, and scowl, and say **] 
won’t be washed,”’ because 
if you do, I shall not give 
you another new frock. 

Now come here, and kiss 
Mother, how nicely you 
look, far better than you 
did before. Run and tell 
William to come here: he 
looks nicely too. Now, 
Sarah, come and read your 
Rose Bud. Very well.--- 
It is your turn, William, 
now. You both read the 
Rose Bud prettily. Next 














Saturday, come and read 
the Rose Bud again, but 
you must be clean. 





THE YOUNG BOTANISTS. 
(Continued ) 


Brother John, 
and Dick. 

Brother John. Letus leave 
the carriage here, Jane, and 
with the bors begin to study 
Nature’s volume, Well, Dick, 
here is just such « bare old 
field as you formerly noticed, 
but here is already something 
to adnfire. 

Dick. Well, Brother John, 
I shall never again speak as | 
did, for I should not have seen 
the plant you have found; i 
this damp and barren looking 
spot who would have expected 
to find so singular a flower? 

Brother John. (Pulling one 


—— 


Billy 


Jane, 


inthe Microscope) He re, Jane, 
this plant now exhibits all its 


peculiarities; what think you 
of it? 

Jane. (Looking) The yel- 
low flower may be called pret- 
ty, but the egg-shaped leaves 
are indeed remarkable; they 
spread out from the centre 
like the spokes of a wheel, so 
as almost to lie in 
with the ground; theyare of the 
colour of rust, aud are covered 
with stiff hairs, each of which 
is tipped with a drop of dew, or 
a fluid of similar appearance, 
for certainly the rays of the 
sun for so many hours would 
have evaporated the dew be- 
fore this time- 

Brother John. Your ideais 
correct; it is not dew, but a 
fluid produced by the plant 
itself; it is so viscid as to en- 
tangle small insects, an@ al- 
though liquid, never drops, 
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but, as new portions are sup- 
plie ‘d, slowly evaporates; when 
the sun shines brightly, it ts 
most abundant and presents a 
brilliant aspect. This plant 
affords one proof that Crea- 
tion is not composed of sepa- 
rate and disconnected parts, 
for all things are linked to- 
gether as parts of an almost 
infinite chain Hlere is an in- 
stance of visible perspiration 
in vegetables; from its dewy 
coating and brilliant appear- 
ance in the sun, it has receiv- 
ed the appropriate name of 
Sun-Dew, (or botanically, 
Drosera. ) 

Billy, (After Dick and hin- 
self ry ‘examined the plant) 
Indeed, Brother John, this is 
a magic-glass of yours, by 
which we may see what would 
be otherwise invisible; el- 
though it is evident that the 
leaves are covered with fluid, 
the Microscope is necessary 
to shew that each of these 
reddish hairs are terminated 


by a drop, like fruit upon a 


stem. Would this plant grow 
in Father’s garden, brother? 

Brother John. It is only 
found in damp soils, as you 
and is so small as to 
make no display in a garden; 
you had better take up some 
carefully with the earth ad- 
hering to the roots, and plant 
them in one of James’s flower 
pots, inthe piazza; they could 
there be more conveniently 
watered, and would be more 
conspicuous. 

A Frienp To Yours. 
Kershaw. 


see, 





[We cannot complain of want of 
patronage, but are willing to indulge 
our unknown correspondent, in the 
hint to her young friends. —Ep. } 


Dear Mrs. Epirorn—As 1 
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am but twelve years old, and 
hardly know how to write com- 
position, I feel very bashful. 
{ am quite taken up with your 
Rose Bud, and would recom- 
mend it to all girls and boys, 
as a very interesting journal, 
(for so I think it.) 1 am sor- 
ry to find so many little girls, 
that are not subscribers to 
your Rose Bud. Last Mon- 
day, by accident, I took my 
Rose Bud to school with me, 
I soon had a dozen round me, 
wishing to borrow it. Now 
what could Ido? I could not 
let all have it at once. 
recused 
not? Now my principal rea- 
son for refusing was, that I 





So 1} 


Did I act right or | 


wish to keep them clean, and | 


have them bound up tn a neat 
little volume, so that I can 
look over them when I am old, 
(if God should spare me,) and 
then think of the kind Editor. 
JULIA. 


Charleston, S. C. 


DICKY BLUFF. 


Who stands at the head of 
the stairs, or close to the door, 
at a party, and seizes on the 


eatables before any one else is | 


helped? Dicky Bluff. 

Who follows the waiter and 
takes care that all the plates 
shall be emptied when he 
leaves the room? Dicky Bluff: 

Who puts a good supply of 
food in his pocket? Dicky 
Bluff. 

Who looks very unconcern- 
ed and helps himself again? 
Dicky Bluff. 

Who thinks it very manly to 
stainp and shuffle in a cotil- 
lion? Dicky Bluff. 

Who joins riotous young 


gentlemen in the street? Dicky 
Bluff. 
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Who amuses himself with 
spoiling newly painted fences, 
by writing foolish and inde- 
cent words on them? Dicky 


Bluff. 


Who destroys all the profits 


of an industrious man by 
breaking his windows and his 


knocker, for the “fun”? of it? 
Dicky Bluff. 

N.b. Persons lad best be 
careful how they notice Dicky, 
as he will send them a chal- 
lenge. He is very proud of 
the above mentioned accom- 
plishments, and thinks himself 
a “ad of spirit.” 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
PRAYING WITH THE HEART, 


A little girl once asked me, 
how she could pray with her 
heart, as some one had told 
her she must. I will tell her 
now, but I will ask her a ques- 
tion too. What are some of 
the things you pray for? You 
often say, ‘“‘Give us this day, 
our daily bread.’? Now sup- 
pose you had just returned 
from school, very me 
what would you do’? You 
would go at once to your Mo- 
ther, and ask her for bread-- 
You would ask earnestly, and 
you would ask, believing that 
she would give it to you, be- 
cause she had done so, often 
before. Inthe same way you 
should ask your Heavenly Pa- 
rent, not only for food, but for 
protection and life. 

You often say, ‘Forgive us 
our sins.”?’ Suppose again, 
that you had offended your 
Mother; your heart would be 
very heavy; you would have 
no peace. If at study, you 
would think of your kind Mo- 
ther’s jus! displeasure; if at 
play, you would stop and re- 











member that no sweet smile 
would meet you when you 
went home. Would you then 
expect her to pardon you if 
you went to her and said care- 
lessly, ‘Mother, do forgive 
me?’ No, you could not; 
but you would go with tears in 
your eyes, and entreat her to 
forgive you; you would re- 
mind her, that she had always 
been kind to you, and you 
would promise to be better in 
future, and you would not be 
happy until you were sure she 
was satisfied with you. This 
would all come from your 
heart. Now, my dear Julia, 
think of this the next time you 
kneel down to pray, and ask 
God for “daily bread,”’ with as 
much confidence, that he will 
hear you, as you have, when 
you ask your Mother. And 
pray to him to forgive your 
sins with the same feelings 
that you ask your Mother’s 
pardon, M. W. H. 
Savannah. 
a ________________ 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The excellent communications on 
Astronomy, deserve our thanks, but 
we fear, they are too scholastic for 
our young readers. The other arti- 
cles by the same writer possess a 
charming combination of playfulness 
and seriousness, and are suited in 
length to the limits of our paper. 

M. E. C. New-York, is received, 

HI. is informed that it is with hesi- 
tation and regret, we have felt com- 
pelled to consign his beautiful lines to 
some full blown Rose. We ask 
him to employ his poetical talents on 
a subject more appropriate to the de- 
sign of the Rose Bud. 


Several Juvenile communications 
received 
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OR LGINAL POBTEY. 


TEARS. 


— 


I saw an infant weep, 
Tears on its red cheek lay; 
But when I turn’d to wipe them off, 


They all had dried away 


I saw a maiden weep, 
"T'was in a lonely bower; 
But soon she grac’d a glittering crowd, 


The gayest of the hour. 


[ saw a soldier weep, 
When parted from his bride; 

But his eye beam’d up at the trump of war, 
And his heart-strings thrill’d with pride. 


I saw a statesman weep, 
And a shivering stirr’d his frame; 
But he dash’d the unbidden tear away, 


At the floating voice of fame. 


I saw a beggar weep, 
As he slowly trod along; 

But soon he ate of the strangers crust 
And his voice burst forth in song 


I saw a mourner weep, 
For lov’d ones in the tomb; 
But her look of faith was turned to Heaven, 


And her cheek renew’d its bloom. 


C. G. 


A LITTLE GIRL’S ADDRESS 'TO A LILY. 
Sweet Lily, fraught with loveliness 
Thy snow-white leaves appear to me, 
I will be full of gentleness, 
Still dutifal and mild like thee. 


No cold distinction dost thou make, 
Thou carest not, who looks on thee; 
Although thy tender stem I shake, 
No glance of anger do I see. 


But, fare thee well, my Lily fair! 
Again thy form I may not see— 

Some cruel hand will come and tear 
My Lily, from its stem and m« 


Charleston. 





: A 
FORGET ME NOT. 


Forget me not, when far away, 
Though the deep ocean rolls between; 
forget me not, where’er you stray, 

In busy throngs or paths unseen. 


Forget me not, if ever care 
Assails your calm and peaceful breast, 
Forget me not, in deep despair, 


Or in the joyous scenes of rest. 


Forget not her who lonely here, 

Still prays, that bliss may be your lot; 
And Oh! when others hold you dear, 
Forget, alas, Forget me not. 


Charleston. 





EXTRAIT 


De Le Reponse aux Adieux de Sir Walter Scott ases 


Lecteurs. Par M.de Lamartine. 


‘La main du tendre enfant peut t’ouvrir au hazard, 
Sans qu’un mot corrupteur ¢tonne son regard, 
Sans que de tes tableaux la suave décence 

Fasse rougir un front couronne d’innocence ; 
Sur la table du soir, dans la veillGe admis, 

La famille te compte au nombre des amis, 

Se fie 4 ton honneur, et laisse sans scrupule 
Passer de main and main le livre qui circule ; 

La vierge, en te lisant, qui ralentit son pas, 

Si sa mére survient ne te dCrobe pas, 

Mais relit au grand jour le passage qu’elle aime, 
Comme en face du Ciel tu t’écrivis toi-méme, 
Et s’endort aussi pure aprés l’avoir fermé, 

Mais de grace et d’amour le cour plas parfumé 


CHARADES. 


1. My first is but a name, 
My second is more small, 
My whole is of so little fame 


I: has no name at all, 


2. Formed long ago, yet made to-day, 
Employed while others sleep, 
What few would ever give away, 


Or any wish to keep. 

















DIED—In Augusta, Geo. ALEXANDER, only son of 


Dr. A. Cunningham, aged about five years—a most en 


gaging child, 





